"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

Leather Breeches. He's been in prison. How dare he
come here wanting to see Mr Newton? Go and tell
him that Mr Newton is not at home to the like of him.

SALLY. Oh, he's not a person I could talk to like
that, maam. I dursnt.

MRS BASH AM. Are you frightened of a man that
would call a church a steeple house and walk into it
without taking off his hat? Go this instant and tell him
you will raise the street against him if he doesnt go
away. Do you hear. Go and do as I tell you.

SALLY, Td be afraid he'd raise the street against us.
I will do my best to get rid of him without offence.
[She goes].

MRS BASH AM [calling after her] And mind you ask
Jack how much three times seven is.

SALLY [outside] Yes'm.

Newton^ aged 38, comes in from the garden^ hatless^
deep in calculation^ his fists clenched^ tapping his knuckles
together to tick ojff the stages of the equation. He stumbles
over the mat.

MRS BASH AM. Oh, do look where youre going, Mr
Newton. Someday youll walk into the river and drown
yourself. I thought you were out at the university.

NEWTON. Now dont scold, Mrs Basham, dont
scold. I forgot to go out. I thought of a way of making
a calculation that has been puzzling me.

MRS BASHAM. And you have been sitting out there
forgetting everything else since breakfast. However,
since you have one of your calculating fits on I wonder
would you mind doing a little sum for me to check the
washing bill. How much is three times seven?

NEWTON. Three times seven? Oh, that is quite easy.